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profiles




by Anthony J. Acerrano, Profiles associate editor
It was on the last day, the day the sky turned to steel 
and the rain to mist, that we finally caught a bear. We 
heard it flop and pull against the leg snare, and before 
we could see it, we knew it wasn't a grizzly. Grizzlies 
bellow and roar when trapped; this bear worked 
against the snare in silence.
It lay wide-eyed and shaking in the trap, small and 
black, doing its best to sink into the earth and be as 
inconspicuous as possible. It sunk its head beneath a 
log and covered its eyes with a front leg, as a small 
child does when playing hide and seek, thinking if he 
can't see you, you must not be able to see him.
"Poor little devil," Charles Jonkel said. "He's scared 
to death. Let's get on with it."
The young black bear ended any hope of catching a 
grizzly. It was in the last trap; this was the last day. We 
faced the fact that there would be no grizzlies on this 
trip. For Jonkel, who is leading an intensive study of 
the grizzly in Montana, this meant no forward 
progression in his work. But such was fate. Now there 
was a black bear in the trap, and it would be drugged 
and data would be recorded.
"What do you think he weighs," asked Rick Mace, 
one of Jonkel's research assistants, "45,50 pounds?"
Jonkel eyed the bear narrowly. "He's small. I'd say 
45."
Mace measured the tranquilizing drug carefully. An 
overdose could be fatal to the bear; too little could 
endanger the researchers. He loaded the drug into a 
dart gun and maneuvered for a shot. The bear 
watched with sullen eyes. At the crack of the rifle, the 
bear twisted in surprise, but then lay still.
Five minutes later the drug began to take effect. The 
bear's head lolled and swayed. Five minutes more and 
its head was down, tongue hanging, as the relaxant did 
its work.
"He's ready," Jonkel said.
Quick hands worked over the bear, putting two red 
tags in one ear, two green tags in the other; taking 
blood samples from its thigh; tattooing a number on 
its inner lip; measuring foot size and body length; 
spraying antiseptic around the tags and on the thigh 
where blood had been drawn. All of this done in a 
matter of minutes. The bear was given a shot to 
counter the first drug, and in a short time shakily 
regained muscle control. We left after its recovery was 
certain.
*  *  *
The episode with the hapless black bear ended a 
four-day stay at Jonkel's "North Fork" research 
cabin — so called because of its proximity to the 
North Fork of the Flathead River in northwestern 
Montana. The area is blessed with a lack of civilization.
"Quick hands worked over the bear."  (Photo by An­
thony J. Acerrano.)
Charles Jonkel and an assistant radio-scan the distant 
ridges and valleys for a signal from a radio-collared 
bear. (Photo by Anthony J. Acerrano.)
though it hasn't entirely escaped the leprous touch of 
man. Timber barons hacked sloppily though the 
drainage in the 1950s and 60s, cutting on slopes that 
are too steep, leveling bottoms that border rivers and 
creeks, destroying every stick of wood that was 
merchantable.
But today there is fireweed and huckleberry and 
thistle covering the charred ruins of the clearcuts, 
growing around the stumps and rotted felled timber. 
There are thousands of Columbian ground squirrels, 
which burrow into the thin soil and scamper through 
tasty beds of clover and wild strawberry. There are 
black bears that prowl in the deep woods at day and 
forage around edges and berry patches in evening 
and night. And there are^grizzly bears; good numbers 
of them. Jonkel has seen them, observed their spoor, 
and, in endeavoring to learn all he can about grizzly 
biology, he has trapped, tagged and radio-collared
t h e m ,  - ■ ■; r;. • . > >  - V  • '
Jonkel, a research associate of w ild life  
biology — and one of the world's authorities on 
bears — is the leader of the Border Grizzly Project, an 
ambitious, first-of-its-kind study. The project is not 
one project at all; rather, it is a labyrinth of more than 
16 sub-studies — all aimed at one goal: to find out as 
much as possible about the grizzly bears of 
northwestern Montana, and to do it as soon as 
possible.
Why the hurry?
Since the fall of 1975, Ursus arctos horribilis — the 
grizzly — has been classified "threatened" under the 
Endangered Species Act of 1973, giving it federal 
protection from any development that would damage 
the bears' critical habitat. However, this produced a 
glaring problem: just what constitutes critical bear 
habitat?
It was once thought that grizzlies could survive only 
in wilderness areas, but bear populations in terrain as 
rumpled as the North Fork show that theory to be 
lacking. If land managers are to work intelligently, 
they need more precise information, and they need it 
soon.
*  *  *
Earlier in the week, running the trapline with 
jonkel, some of the working techniques of the study 
became clear.
To catch bears for collaring and examination, traps 
are placed in strategic locations and baited with 
assorted fetid delicacies — rancid fat, rotted salmon, 
brown stinking meat. The traps consist of log cubbies, 
built v-shaped and narrow. The bait is placed in the 
apex of the V, and a steel snare and trigger are set near 
the entrance. When a foraging bear steps into the 
cubby to reach the bait, its foot necessarily lands on 
the trigger, which jerks back the outstretched snare. 
Very simple and effective. Usually.
We parked the truck and walked up a thin trail to 
check the first snare. It was sprung, but held no bear, 
jonkel crouched by the trap and examined it closely.
"Here," he said, plucking something from one of 
the cubby logs. He held a few strands of bear hair, thin 
and dark brown — and capped with silver tips. 
Grizzly hair.
jonkel reset the trap. He dug a shallow hole for the 
trigger, stretched out the snare, then covered both 
with the large broad leaves of thimbleberry.
The next trap was untouched, as was the next after 
it. But the fourth trap was sprung — again with no 
bear.
"Look around for droppings," Jonkel said, and 
began a search of his own. In a few minutes he called 
over. He had found a large, seed-dotted pile of fecal
droppings — and judging by the size of the pile, they 
belonged to a grizzly. The scat was collected in a 
plastic bag for future content analysis.
We checked the remaining traps, each time walking 
a narrow trail through deep woods, expecting and 
hoping to hear the roar and bellow of a grizzly in the 
snare; each time finding the cubbies untouched.
Timing partly explained our lack of success. The 
best time to catch bears is when the huckleberries 
ripen, and we were perhaps a week early. But even 
then, grizzlies are wary critters and do not come easily 
to the snare. In the North Fork area, Jonkel has so far 
trapped and radio-collared only one grizzly; in the 
South Fork, another drainage to the south and east, 
where Jonkel has another cabin and crew, four 
grizzlies had been caught and radioed. (This as of early 
August, 1976; the number of collared bears has no 
doubt increased since then.)
In the evening we'checked the traps agairis,'but all 
were untouched. As we drove back to the research 
cabin, the jagged rose-colored limestone peaks of 
western Glacier Park and southern British Columbia 
were never far from view. I asked Jonkel for details of 
the study.
Most of the work so far had dealt with bear habitat. 
The local vegetation was identified and mapped, and 
potential bear foods were charted.
"But just because the food is there," Jonkel said, 
"that doesn't mean you're home free in assuming you 
have good habitat. The question is whether or not the 
bears are using the food."
To answer the question, Jonkel and his crew radio­
track collared bears, hoping either to see a feeding 
grizzly or find evidence of its foraging. They also 
watch for scats; by studying the contents, major food 
items can be detected.
continued on page eight
Rick Mace, a research assistant for the Border Grizzly 
Project, tries to maneuver a young, trapped black bear 
into position fora tranquilizing shot from his dart gun. 
(Photo by Anthony J. Acerrano.)
The adventures 
of Alpha Six 
(a lovely monster)
Alpha Six can press 300 pounds. Alias Claude Rains, 
he swings in a singles condominium while living in 
terror of dysfunction, retrogression and diapause. 
Alpha Six is a monster.
He's also the subject of Rick DeMarinis' first novel, 
"A Lovely Monster." And according to DeMarinis, 
Claude's hypochondria is a natural result of trying to 
function with foreign parts; "My God, if I were a 
monster, the first thing that would be on my mind 
would be my health."
Claude's fear of malfunction adds a bizarre 
perspective to even the most common experiences. 
Learning to drive becomes a physical test of cultural 
endurance; sleepwalking, a life-threatening cause for 
concern. His emotional innocence makes him 
especially vulnerable and as that innocence slowly 
gives way to jaded mistrust, melancholy pervades.
Claude walks and talks, but he also thinks and feels. 
He's a lovely monster, a different kind of monster, 
created by a different kind of writer.
DeMarinis is an unassuming sort with no trace of the 
calculated eccentricities that costume many "creative 
types." Born in New York and raised in California, 
DeMarinis first came to Montana in 1955 with the Air 
Force. He was stationed at the Radar Station in Havre 
which he describes as a "little oases.
"Driving along Highway 2, you suddenly fall into a 
great crater (Milk River valley) and there's a city in that 
crater — Havre."
Following his discharge, DeMarinis earned a B. A. in 
mathematics from the University of Montana. 
Engineering positions with Boeing and Lockheed 
convinced him the security of a steady job wasn't 
worth the price. "You might as well spend your life 
doing what you like to do. I despised working for 
Boeing and Lockheed. You become a number and get 
lost within."
In 1964, DeMarinis returned to the University to 
study writing. He earned an M. A. in English with a
book of poems as his thesis. After teaching writing for 
two years at UM, he moved to San Diego to teach at 
San Diego State, and his writing began to shift to 
prose. "I felt I wanted more room on the page. That's 
the difference between poetry and fiction. Fiction 
goes from margin to margin; poetry stops in the 
fniddle." He began writing short stories. "Stories just 
sort of spring on you. Suddenly your head is buzzing 
with ideas."
During Christmas holiday, 1973, DeMarinis and his 
three-year old daughter were playing with a chalk 
board she had received as a gift. He made her laugh by 
drawing funny Frankensteins — monsters on roller 
skates, monsters doing handstands, monsters on 
skateboards. Shortly after he began the tale of Alpha 
Six. He had read a lot of monster stories but found the 
authors, especially Mary Shelly, totally dismissed the 
terror the monster might feel being made of parts.
"I had a good idea, one of those discoveries you 
sometimes make as a writer."-
By the time the book was published, DeMarinis and 
his wife, a native of Anaconda, Were growing tired of 
southern California. "It's difficult to live there and 
enjoy yourself." He and his family finally returned to 
Missoula because of San Diego's smog', crowds and 
weather.
"In San Diego, it's always either summer or sort-of 
summer. The weather is very boring and I'll be bored 
by my television but I won't be bored by the weather."
DeMarinis enjoys Missoula: "I like it in spite of the 
fact it's growing in a bad way." He cites the suburban 
commercial area in Missoula known as the 93 Strip as 
an example. "They ought to plow all that under and 
plant gardens. It grows in that uncontrolled way 
California towns do."
Even the gray winters serve their purpose, "When 
the Missoula glooms set in, the only reasonable and 
sane place to be is inside: in a bar downtown or in 
your home."
Those "Missoula glooms" and the relative isolation 
of Missoula seem to be conducive to writing. 
"Missoula attracts writers like San Diego attracts 
retired sea captains. Being in New York City where all 
the action is, is not good for a poet or fiction writer."
Right now DeMarinis intends to settle his family 
into a new house. "A t this point, I'm not interested in 
holding down a job. The first thing on my mind now is 





r a f t . .
by Anthony ). Acerrano, Profiles associate editor
We all stood around dumbly while Jim Ball, in 
cutoffs and sneakers, stomped it soundly. It hissed and 
wheezed with each push of his foot, again and again.
Jim looked up at us. "Some of you grab the other 
footpump and start inflating that other raft."
Soon another pump hissed and wheezed as 
someone trod rhythmically up and down on it. I made 
a show of taking a few pictures as the rafts began 
taking shape, but then walked down to the riverside. 
The Blackfoot was clean and cold and deep, and a 
small trout was rising in paced intervals, sipping the 
delicate Caenis mayflies that drifted by. I watched it 
rise steadily for several minutes, feeling my fly-casting 
arm itch, until someone else who didn't take the time 
to watch for such things as trout began skipping stones
across the river. He tossed one practically on the 
feeding trout's nose. The fish didn't surface again.
The rafts were now fully inflated and we carried 
them to the river and tied them fast to bankline brush.
"Everyone put on a life jacket and grab a paddle," 
Jim Ball said.
The pile of orange life vests and wooden paddles 
evaporated, and the people who knew how donned 
their vests quickly, while those who had never worn 
them pretended to be busy with something else while 
sneaking side glances at the others for instruction.
At the order, we all sloshed through a couple of feet 
of river to man the rafts. The water was electric-shock 
cold, and you could feel it slither into your sneakers 
and through your warm socks until it nestled clammily 
against your skin. In the raft you clenched your toes 
and could hear the sneakers squish; and it wasn't very 
satisfying, because the August day had a kiss of chill to 
it—especially when the stratocumulus clouds blocked 
the sun. But of course, you would not comment on 
this, lest you break the tacit spirit of hardiness that 
everyone on an outdoor adventure adopts.
There was the sudden moment of mass confusion 
that always accompanies group activity, but soon we 
were off down the river. Sauce was our sternman and 
thus was in charge of steering the raft. Sauce, whose 




bartending background, was also, as sternman; 
authorized to give orders. This power he used quickly. 
The other raft, drifting ahead of us, struck up a round 
of "Row Your Boat." Saace, not to be outdone, swiftly 
ordered us to harmonize in another famous round, 
"Fish Chips and Vinegar." But none of us knew the 
words and the idea was quickly dropped.
The Blackfoot River was lazy under our rafts, and we 
drifted slowly. The sun dodged the clouds and heated 
the rubber pontoons hot to the touch. We boated our 
paddles and lay back on the rafts, talking desultorily.
" I saw a dog yesterday," someone said, "that was 
half German shepherd and half Doberman pincher."
"Oh yeah," someone else said, "did it look more 
like a shepherd or a pincher?"
"All I know is, the thing looked mean."
Jim Ball, who is director of Campus Recreation, the 
University department sponsoring the float trip, was 
sitting next to me, so I asked him a little about his 
recreation program.
Campus Rec, as it is called, is perhaps one of the 
most popular departments at the University. It makes 
available to students such activities as handball, 
weight-lifting, tennis, softball, football, gymnastics, 
badminton, table tennis, and a host of other domestic 
pastimes. The department also lends and rents out 
sports equipment of all kinds—and at reasonable 
rates.
But for a lot of people who don't fancy indoor or 
competitive sports, there is a brighter side of Campus 
Rec: its outdoor recreation program. Through the 
department ypu can borrow or rent skis, snowshoes, 
bicycles, backpacks, sleeping bags, tents and other 
outdoor paraphernalia. You also have a chance to use 
the equipment on one of many outdoor excursions 
led by Campus Rec people—backpacking excursions 
into Glacier Park, the Mission Mountains, the 
Bitterroot Wilderness; cross-country ski trips to the 
same places in winter; snowshoe trips, and float trips 
down the Clark Fork, and, as with us, the Blackfoot 
River. There are also Campus Rec-sponsored seminars 
on fly fishing, fly tying, wilderness first aid, avalanche 
safety and more. There are classes that teach the skills 
of kayaking, ski-touring and winter travel. And, under 
Jim Ball's ambitious guidance, there is much more 
planned for the future.
"I'd  like to work the program so there's something 
for everyone to enjoy," Jim said, "whether they're 
sports minded or not."
Ball even has plans for a program for students with 
physical handicaps, including, for example, hikes and 
float trips carefully arranged for deaf and blind 
individuals.





The Homecoming parade is alive again, at least for 
this year.
Dubbed “ The Spirit of 76,”  the parade will be 
revitalized Oct. 9 as one preliminary to the 
Homecoming football game with the Northern 
Arizona Lumberjacks.
A new activity planned for Homecoming is a ten- 
year reunion for the class of 1966. Members of that 
class and the classes of 1926, 1941 and 1951 will be 
honored during receptions at the Missoula Elks Club 
Friday, Oct. 8, at 4 p.m. and at the Awards Dinner 
Friday at 6 p.m. at the same location.
Recipients of the Distinguished Service Award and 
other alumni awards will be introduced at the dinner. 
Tickets are $6 each and reservations can be made at 
the Alumni Association.
The football game will be at 2 p.m. at Dornblaser 
Field. Western Montana high school bands, which will 
march in the parade, also will perform together 
during half time. Reserved tickets for the game are 
$4.50 and $5.50, and checks should be mailed directly 
to the Field House Ticket Office.
Other activities will be campus tours and visits; 
lighting of the “ M”  on Mt. Sentinel; a concert or
1976 GRIZZLY FOOTBALL SCHEDULE
Date Opponent
Sept. 11 ...............................  at Nevada-Las Vegas
Sept. 25 .........................................  at Portland State
Oct. 2 ....................................   ‘ WEBER STATE
Oct. 9 ...............................  ‘ NORTHERN ARIZONA
Oct. 16 .............................................  ‘ at Boise State
Oct. 23 *.J............................... at Northern Colorado
Oct. 30 ...........................................  ‘ Montana State
Nov. 6 ................................    ‘ IDAHO STATE
Nov. 13 ....................................................................at Idaho
Nov. 20 ........................................... SIMON FRASER
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Theatre of the deaf
A unique stage production will be appearing on 
campus Oct. 14.
The National Theatre of the Deaf, one of two 
companies in the world with predominantly deaf 
actors, will present its fascinating combination of sign 
language and narration in a production in the 
University Center Ballroom at 8 p.m.
The actors use sign mime—a combination of sign 
language and mime, which is a theatrical extension of 
the manual language deaf people use. Three or four 
narrators speak the lines as the actors perform their 
roles.
The company will present “ Four Saints in Three 
Acts”  by Gertrude Stein with music by Virgil 
Thompson. Also presented will be a curtain raiser and 
afterpiece: “ The Harmfulness of Tobacco”  by Anton 
Chekhov, arid-“ Children's Letters to God”  with 
additional poetry by Robert Frost and e.e. cummings.
The National Theatre of the Deaf has performed 
more than 1,700 times in the United States and given 
two Broadway performances, besides touring the 
world.
. . . gently down 
the stream’
continued from page two
Jim was telling me such things when an osprey 
floated over the river with its wings half-spread, half- 
kinked in the classic gliding pattern of the breed. The 
bird shrieked once, then landed flapping onto the 
crown of a dead fir. It watched our rafts ease closer, 
until finally it swooped from the branch and 
disappeared over a damask cliff of limestone.
We stopped for lunch on a sand and rock bar 
slightly downstream of the osprey's perch. Although 
my lunch was wrapped in a plastic bag, and the bag 
was placed in a large waterproof canoe sack, my 
sandwiches were still soaked. The bread was slimy wet 
and the cheese had turned light and bland and 
tasteless. The ham, however, was still edible, and I ate 
it hungrily. The bread and cheese were left, with 
compliments, for a local family of deer mice.
Soon we were on the water again, but the gray 
clouds had stolen the sun, and the wind blew 
upstream, whisking the froth from the river and 
slapping it in our faces. Most of us were dressed in 
shorts and t-shirts. Weshivered and paddled harder to 
keep warm. Then it began to rain. The rain was cold; 
cold so that it made the river feel bathtub warm.
And the river became rougher. The roller waves and 
small haystacks splashed water over the bow and 
sides, drenching us further, giving the wind more 
power to freeze and bite. It was uncomfortable, but 
not miserable. And also, of course, we had Sauce to 
keep us laughing.
He sat in the bow and rubbed his foot under a 
pontoon, producing a deep, rumbling sound. He 
shifted his head from side to side and watched the 
banks warily.
“ It's Sasquatch!”  he said, “ Bigfoot.”
We continued paddling, while Sauce continued his 
monologue.
“ And on the fifth day,”  Sauce said dramatically, 
“ the last of our food was gone, but we fought our way 
downstream.”
“ On the sixth day,”  he continued, “ Sasquatch took 
the women.”
Jim Ball shook his head and grinned at Sauce. “ Can 
you believe,”  he asked me, “ that he's a graduate 
student in recreation?”
“ I'd believe it,”  I said.
Finally the rain sloyved and then stopped. We ran a 
few minor rapids, then floated around a bend to the 
point where we would pull the rafts from the river and 
begin the drive home. It was then that it occurred to 
me that the float trip had cost the students only $3.50 
each. It was, I reflected, perhaps the best bargain a 
person could ever expect to find.
Printing Services—University o f Montana
Alumni
" I  came a little  timidly, having beet* away fo r too 
long —• knew no one -  and fe lt a stranger fo r the 
first five minutes.** College
76"The faculty presentations — all of them — were most valuable in giving me the chance to  get to know the personalities, thinking processes and abilities of 
the UM faculty.**
A few o f the 1976 Alumni College 
participants: bottom (from left), 
Richard Adler, M errill Kovatch, 
Dorothy Powers, Dorothy Screnar 
and Harry Fritz. Right, English Prof. 
Madeline DeFrees talks about her 
poetry and fiction.
Photos by Judy Hensel
"Participating in an intellectual atmosphere with a 
diverse group of personalities,, backgrounds and:̂ g  
disciplines provided me a m o m e n i4 o f*n frB ^^a ftb . •; 
think seriously about my
“ The experience reaffirmed~~fnyA 'se®er4hat the 
people Of Montana are at least as beautifoLas thcHand 
they Uve o if  or have cOtfte from.”
‘Food te m iic ^  Float trip, wowt” .







by Anthony J. Acerrano 
Profiles associate editor
In the spring of 1968, a geology 
student in central Montana overturned 
a stratum of ash-gray limestone and 
made a discovery unique to this world.
There in the smooth, fine-grained 
rock, was the distinct impression of a 
fish; not only of the bones, but of the 
fins and gills and internal organs. The 
skeleton was intact, and the student 
knew he had found a very good fish fos­
sil. What he didn't know was that he had 
blundered into a paleontological gold 
mine; a fossil-rich formation of limes­
tone hiding in the endless roll and pitch 
of middle Montana; an ancient fauna so 
plentiful and diversified that it would 
seriously alter many staid scientific 
beliefs. The student couldn't have 
known any of this, but he made one very 
wise move: he brought the fossil to 
somebody who could.
William Melton, curator of the 
geology museum, turned the fossil over 
in his hands and peered at the student. 
“ Where did you find this?"
“ Out in Fergus county, near Lewis- 
town, on private property."
“ Where, exactly?"
Melton noted the location and went 
to investigate the area. It didn't take 
long. In two hours he uncovered three 
fish specimens—three specimens-that 
had never been described in paleon­
tological literature.
The next year, 1969, Melton returned 
to the spot—referred to as the Bear 
Gulch Formation—and with a student's 
help, collected more fossils. They found 
fossils that were finely and beautifully 
preserved; they found animals that no 
one had ever identified; they found all 
of this in a comparatively short time.
Since 1970, Melton has spent each 
summer with a crew of 5-7 people, digg­
ing into the limestone outcroppings of 
Bear Gulch, peeling away layer after 
layer of rock, digging, dusting, ex­
amining—searching for the outlines and 
impressions of animals that lived and 
breathed and died millions of years 
before any man saw the sun lift over the 
smoky haze of morning. And the crew 
continued to find unique and nearly 
perfect fossils.
They found 29 kinds of shark, 40-50 
species of bony fish, 8 types of shrimp, 
numerous starfish, sponges, clams, 
snails, horshoe crabs and ticks as large as 
silver dollars. And they found an entirely 
“ new" kind of animal—the conodont. 
This creature is short and lenticular, with 
an eye-shaped center that's ringed with 
tooth-like structures. Until Melton dis­
covered the conodont at Bear Gulch, 
only the tooth-like pieces of the animal 
had ever been seen by paleontologists. 
It was thought that the tooth was the en­
tire animal, and complex taxomomic 
systems were devised for each type of 
tooth. Melton's discovery tumbled 
those notions soundly.
The conodont alone would make Bear 
Gulch stand out as a very important fossil 
find, but the presence of all the other 
specimens makes it one of the most 
spectacular Paleozoic finds ever. The 
area's geologic history accounts for the 
wealth of preserved animals.
“ We think Bear Gulch was at one time 
a restricted sea basin," Melton said, “ a 
bay of some sort that was completely 
closed off from the main sea. The water 
was acidic, and the bottom lacked ox­
ygen. These factors, plus the presence of 
much fine sediment created a bottom 
that was uninhabitable for scavengers."
The lack of scavengers explains the 
detailed preservation of the Bear Gulch 
fossils. When an animal died, it sunk to 
the bottom, where it was soon covered 
with fine silt. Since there were no 
scavengers to pick at the flesh and 
internal organs, these features were 
preserved and later impressioned when 
the sediment hardened into rock.
By searching through that rock, 
Melton and his crew have uncovered 
more than 1,200 specimens, gathering a
collection of upper Paleozoic (310 
million year-old) fish that is the best in 
the world.
The field technique for finding the 
fossils is fairly straightforward, but a lot 
of work. First, the crew looks for a 
w e a t h e r e d  l i m e s t o n e  o u t ­
cropping—where the bare rock jutts out 
from a hillside. Then they climb to the 
top of the outcropping and begin peel­
ing and turning over slate-like slabs of 
limestone. They scrutinize each rock 
carefully, often seeing a fossil where an 
untrained person would see only a nick 
in the rock. If the slab is without a fossil, 
it is pitched over the edge and the next 
layer of rock is examined. This is done all 
day, day after day, until the outcropping 
is worked from top to bottom. So far, 
Melton's team has worked 15 out­
croppings, and has about three or four 
miles of rock yet to finish.
On some days, the work is slovv and 
unproductive; perhaps the crew will 
unearth only one or two good fossils. 
Other days are much better, with each 
person gathering as many as five or six 
excellent specimens. The average daily 
haul for the crew is 7-10 fish.
A lot of fossils are found, but only the 
good and important ones are kept. Very 
often coprolites are found, and these, 
believe it or not, are the fossil imprints of 
fish excrement. In an average day, the 
crew may uncover dozens of these 
coprolites, as well as numerous pieces of 
other marine animals. In Bear Gulch, the 
pieces of animal are usually forsaken 
with the knowledge that the whole 
animal will eventually be found.
“ In most fossil areas," Melton said, 
“ fish and other animals are scattered
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into fragments and pieces. Here at Bear 
Gulch, the skeletons are together. You 
can count the bones and number of fins. 
Some specimens have their internal 
organs clearly impressioned — stomach, 
swim bladder, gill structures."
The effect of Bear Gulch on the scien­
tific world has been impressive. Fou 
papers have come from Melton's work 
so far, and another dozen are planned 
by various people working on the pro­
ject.
One lengthy paper on the conodont 
was translated into Japanese and 
Spanish, and if you are so foolish to ask, 
Melton can and will bury you in letters 
from all over the world, letters from 
China, Japan, Yugoslavia, England, Aus­
tralia, Germany, Holland, Brazil, France 
and many, other places—all requesting 
information and reprints on the 
conodont animal.
The discoveries at Bear Gulch are fill­
ing many holes in the existing taxonomy 
of fossil animals. Scientists who were 
becoming comfortable in their beliefs 
are being shaken back to work; while 
some others are finding backing for 
theories that previously lacked factual 
support.
Melton has worked Bear Gulch for 
eight years, and soon plans to bequeath 
the find to other geologists. There are 
other areas of Montana that have very 
high potential as fossil mines—the state 
is still a paleontological wilderness—and 
Melton wants to investigate them 
closely. It could turn out that Bear Gulch 
is just the beginning of a long and im­
portant string of fossil finds—finds that 
will perhaps make clearer the endless, 
hazy fog of the distant past.
William Melton inspects a fossil imprint in a thin chip 
of limestone. (Photo by Anthony J. Acerrano.)
Bear Gulch is producing clear impressions o f fish that 
lived more than 310 million years ago. (Photo by An­
thony ). Acerrano.)
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The fort that 
Capt. Mullan built 
(or did he?)
by Judy Hensel, Profiles editor
Dec. 2, 1859—We lost another man today and 
buried him under two feet o f snow. It seems he died of 
exhaustion, as we all might if  the snow and wind don't 
abate. We are all tired, and our progress in cutting the 
road has been greatly reduced. Capt. Mullan plans to 
make camp when we reach the Bitterroot Valley, but 
it's a long way down from here and not to be seen 
through the trees and underbrush. I don't think we'll 
make it. The cattle are starving; the men are sick and 
tired. Maybe Capt. Mullan can find suitable 
shelter . . .  In the meantime, we enlisted men do our 
best and try to stay warm around the fire at night.
Dec. 4, 1859—Hallelujah I Mullan gave the order 
today, and we have begun building a shelter for the 
winter. He found this spot in the lee of a mountain, 
protected by trees and close to where we have been 
building the road. He sent the stock on down to 
winter in the valley. I fear many won't make it, but 
they'd never survive here with no grazing ground and 
bitter winds. At last we have substantial shelter for the 
winter I My only complaint today is the loss o f a coat 
button, which must have popped off while I stacked 
logs for the cabins.
The soldier and his diary are imaginary, but the story 
is real and happened somewhere in Western 
Montana. Historians know the approximate route of 
the Mullan Road, which stretched from Walla Walla, 
Wash., to Ft. Benton, and that Capt. John Mullan and 
his men made a w inter camp—Cantonment 
Jordan—somewhere near St. Regis. Exactly where is 
not known, but a University historian has found what 
could be the site, and he and two archaeologists have 
been using their collective talents—and those of their 
students—to literally unearth the evidence.
Their finds at the site, especially a military button 
manufactured near that time, lend credence to the 
professors' belief that the site, which is on private land 
near DeBorgia, could have been Cantonment Jordan. 
A lesson in historical archaeology can be learned from 
how they went about finding the area ahdescavatihg 
it.
Thain White, a historian and archaeologist from 
Dayton, Mont., has been interested in finding the 
cantonment for years. He and H. Duane Hampton, 
history professor, settled on the possible location of 
the camp in 1974 after studying maps of the area, 
tramping through the brush and finding several rock 
piles they believed to be collapsed chimneys. The next 
problem was to figure out if their calculations were 
correct.
Imagination is a key word in historical archaeology, 
especially in determining the authenticity of a site. 
Recognizing a vast supply of new ideas, Hampton 
challenged a group of summer school students to 
substantiate the site as Cantonment Jordan. The 
students were enrolled in a University course, offered 
during intersession this year, which has the distinction 
of being the first historical archeology class offered in 
the U.S. It was begun in the mid-50s and has been 
revitalized year-to-year by Carling Malouf, UM 
professor of anthropology.
The students began their work with no conclusive 
evidence and only five days to complete their 
coursework. Mullan left almost nothing to help them; 
no marker was erected at the cantonment, and the 
buildings burned to the ground a few years later. Only 
Mullan's log and maps remain to give some clue to the 
location of the camp. But even they are baffling 
because the area has been logged extensively and the 
DeBorgia River has changed course.
Nevertheless, every detail of Mullan's records and 
other historical material was noted in the hopes an 
insight might be gleaned. The early and severe winter, 
the number of men, the description of the 
countryside, what buildings were erected, how the 
men spent their time: all could help in identifying the 
correct location.
What artifacts would they need to discover to prove 
their case? White suggested they needed to find a 
cartridge or a button popped off a military coat. The 
log cabins should have been built with square nails; 
round nails did not come to the Northwest until years 
later.
The students began excavating the fourth day by 
clearing slash and weeds from the rock piles. Dee 
Taylor, anthropology professor, surveyed each pile of 
rocks so the exact depth and location of each find 
could be noted.
Slowly, as the dirt was scraped and brushed away, 
one and then more and more square nails began to 
appear. Larger discoveries, called features, also were 
uncovered. Patient brushing revealed the outlines of 
fireplace hearths and shapes of charred logs with
September 1976
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Linda Zagar brushes away dirt from a concealed log at 
the supposed Cantonment Jordan site.
square nails still attached. The remains of a floor—six 
or seven logs fastened together and lying flat—were 
found near one pile.
On Friday, the last day of the dig, a metal button, 
obviously military because o f its dark blue color and 
inscHptfdns, vvasfound under several layers of dirt. 
But the discovery of the button could mean nothing 
until its origins were known.
What if the button had been used by army 
personnel after 1860? Then it might have fallen from 
the breast of an officer who camped there later on. A 
trip to the library quelched all doubts; it was identified 
as a button issued to enlisted men and officers from 
1840 to 1854.
Each unearthed item must be carefully scrutinized 
to indicate if it can be taken as positive or negative 
evidence. Often the only proof that something 
happened at a certain place is the lack of evidence that 
it did not.
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H. Duane Hampton
Perhaps lack of negative evidence will be all we ever 
have to “ prove" that Cantonment Jordan was at a 
particular site. But as Taylor warned4 the class, an 
archaeologist's data is never complete, and usually his 
task is not as rewarding as the Cantonment Jordan dig.
“ When many people think of an archaeologist," he 
said, “ they conjure up a picture of a scientist with a 
pith helmet, shorts and boney knees directing natives 
to open a tomb, but most of us do not fit that 
description." And excavation is not that romantic; it 
has its dark side too, like classifying 20,000 pieces of 
pottery.
Nevertheless, the 35 novice archaeologists could 
not be discouraged, despite the hot July weather and 
strenuous work. One high-school history teacher, 
who was taking the class, said (as he knelt in an inch of 
fine dirt): “ I've always been interested in archaeology, 
and this is the first chance I've had. It's not often you 
can get on-the-spot experience."
Anthropology Prof. Dee Taylor surveys the site. Anthony J. Acerrano photo
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Rodney Flynn displays a skull of a Sumatran rhino.
Stalking the 
wary rhino
Stalking a rare breed of rhinocerous through 
Malaysian jungle has been the occupation of a young 
graduate of the University for more than a year.
Rodney Wayne Flynn, 23, is a Peace Corps volunteer 
who was recruited through a special program 
conducted by the Smithsonian Institution in 
Washington, D.C. About 450 Peace Corps volunteers 
with academic backgrounds in science have been 
recruited to work on ecological projects in 
developing countries. Flynn is a 1974 graduate in 
biology and wildlife.
Flynn is assigned as a research biologist at the 
Malaysian Game Department in Kuala Lumpur. His 
job is to do an ecological survey of the Sumatran 
rhinocerous, one of three species of rhinos still in 
existence in Asia. He is trying to locate the areas where 
the greatest number of animals live so that reserves 
can be established.
About 150 years ago, the two-horned Sumatran 
rhino was found throughout Southeast Asia. In the 
late 19th Century, the animal was hunted and 
poached heavily, mostly by the Chinese who thought 
that its horns had aphrodisiac and curative powers. 
Forest development also decreased their numbers, 
and now they are found only in Malaysia, Indonesia, 
Burma and Thailand.
"There are only two places where there are 
enought of the animals to survive—Indonesia and 
Malaysia, where between 25 and 40 of the species 
live/' Flynn said. "Their survival is dependent on 
whether proper conservation practices are enacted 
now."
When Flynn started his work with the game 
department in December 1974, the number of rhinos 
in Malaysia was unknown. "They not only didn't know 
how many there were, but where they could be 
found. They had a vague idea of where some might 
be, as some forest rangers had reported seeing 
tracks," Flynn said. "It was up to me to find where they 
lived in their highest density."
And in the jungle, the task of finding them is 
hindered by dense undergrowth and many huge 
trees. In addition, the animals are very wary of man. 
"Although the rhinos are used to the jungle, they 
can't see very far away," Flynn said. "They are very 
sensitive to danger, however, and the minute they 
hear something they flee. If they waited until they 
could see the danger, it would be too late."
His next project, after he has some idea of their 
numbers, is to trap at least two or three rhinos and 
attach collars with small radios so they can be tracked.
RICHARD B. FARNSWORTH '35 retired from the Foreign 
Service in 1967 and is retiring again after nine years as 
director of Extension and Summer Session at California State 
College, Stanislaus. He is living in Turlock, Calif.
JIM MACLAREN '38 retired in June after 33 years of 
federal service, the last 14 with the Canal Zone Health 
Bureau as chief of the sanitation division. He was presented 
a Distinguished Service Award in March for his outstanding 
contributions to the Health Bureau and the Canal Zone 
community.
CATHERINE F. MADDEN '39 has retired after 44 years of 
teaching in Lewis and Clark County and Helena schools.
STANLEY R. AMES '40 is senior research associate fo r the 
Health and Nutrition Research Division of the Tennessee 
Eastman Research Laboratories in Rochester, N.Y. In May he 
attended an international conference to resolve vitamin 
naming problems.
JAMES R. BROWNING '41 became chief judge of the 9th 
U.S. Court of Appeals in July. He was named to the appeals 
court in 1961.
ADRIEN L. HESS M.A. '41 was presented with the 1976 
outstanding Educator Award of Phi Delta Kappa, educators' 
professional fraternity, in May. He is professor emeritus of 
mathematics at Montana State University in Bozeman.
WARREN R. AMOLE JR. '49, a Great Falls pharmacist, was 
honored by the Montana State Pharmaceutical Assoc, as its 
1976 recipient of the A. H. Robins "Bowl o f Hygeia" Award 
for outstanding service to the community.
ARTHUR C. JACOBSON JR. '49 was graduated from the 
American Baptist Seminary of the West in Covina, Calif., 
with a master of divinity degree. He is former owner of 
Jacobson Advertising in Missoula.
F. X. "PETE" SMALL '49 is employe relations manager at the 
staff personnel office o f the University of California at 
Berkeley.
REID COLLINS '52 has taken over the 6 p.m. news slot for 
the CBS network, replacing Lowell Thomas. Collins has 
been a network broadcaster for many years.
LAWRENCE A. HILL '52, M. A. '54, executive vice 
president of the American Hospital Assoc., Chicago, was 
named executive director of the New England Medical 
Center Hospital in Boston.
C. EUGENE SUNDERLIN '33 retired as vice president 
and secretary of the Rockefeller University, a post he 
has held since 1969. He and his wife have returned to 
their home in Washington, D. C.
JOSEPHINE MARTIN '53 has retired from teaching and is a 
reporter on the Tarpon Springs Leader in Tarpon Springs, 
Fla.
J. D. COLEMAN '56 was promoted to lieutenant colonel at 
Ft. McPherson, Ga. He is command information chief of the 
information office for the U. S. Army Forces Command. He 
and his wife live in East Point, Ga.
WILLIAM T. MATLOCK '56 is president of Directors 
Diversified Services Corp. in Encino, Calif.
CARROLL '56 and NANCY O'CONNOR '57 are leading 
this year's UNICEF Day campaign to aid needy children.
BOB GILLULY '57 has joined the staff of the Great Falls 
Tribune where he w ill work in a variety of news 
responsibilities. He had been editor of the Ravalli Republic 
in Hamilton for nearly 13 years.
EDWARD C. SEBAK '64 was admitted as a partner in 
the firm of Haskins and Sells, CPA's.
JAMES G. HARBOLT '59 was elected president of the 
Pacific Northwest Life Insurance Co. He joined the 
Portland-based company in August 1975 as executive vice 
president.
ALYCE HINES VANCE '59, M. A. '65 has been traveling 
abroad since her retirement from teaching in Missoula in 
1971.
Maj. LOWELL M. PAIGE '61 is commander of an Air Force 
support unit at Incirlik Common Defense Installation in 
Turkey.
Maj. ALLAN E. JESKA '63 M. A. '66 assumed command of 
the 104th Division Support Battalion at Vancouver Barracks', 
Wash. He and his wife, BARBARA JESKA '69, are teachers in 
the Vancouver Public Schools, and she is a first lieutenant 
and assistant military personnel office in the 104th Division 
Adjutant General's Office.
WILLIAM D. NAPTON '64 was promoted within the 
Veterans Administration to assistant superintendent o f the 
Long Island National Cemetery in Farmingdale, N. Y.
ELAINE ZIPPERIAN '63 was named personnel manager for 
the St. Paul, M inn., operation of The St. Paul Companies, 
Inc. She is responsible for employe relations services for 
Western Life Insurance Co., a subsidiary of The St. Paul 
Companies, Inc.
JOAN MARIE CAMPBELL '65 is secretary to the 
coordinator of Federal Graphics of the National Endowment 
for the Arts. She also is associated with the New Playwrights' 
Theater of Washington, D. C., as correspondence 
coordinator and actress.
SHARON LEE '65 is co-director of Shoreline Youth 
Services, a youth service bureau, and president of the board 
o f Puget Sound Big Sisters. She lives in Seattle, Wash.
ELIZABETH A. LOEFFLER '65 M. A. '66 is teaching music at 
the University of Virginia in Richmond.
DORA YUNGDAHL '65 is a stewardess for United Airlines 
and lives in San Francisco, Calif.
Evelyn and ARTHUR CARSTENS x '26 received the 
1976 Ben Rust Award of the California Federation of 
Teachers, given annually to distinguished educators 
and teacher union leaders. They have retired from the 
University of California, Los Angeles, where Arthur 
was director of industrial relations and Evelyn taught 
social studies. Recipients of senior Fulbright Awards - 
one to the University of London and two to 
Australia - the Carstens are now organizing chapters 
of the National Council o f Senior Citizens and 
working as a hearing officer for the Farm Labor Board. 
They live in Pebble Beach, Calif.
THOMAS ROGER CLARK '66 has been selected to sing in 
the chorus of the San Francisco Opera, which begins its 
season Sept. 26. He has been a student at the Eugene Fulton 







JAMES M. SCHAEFER "66 is on leave from the 
anthropology department at the University during his 
postdoctoral research fellowship year w ith the National 
Institute of Alcohol Abuse and Alcoholism. He is at the 
Center for Alcohol Studies at the University of North 
Carolina, Chapel H ill, where he is conducting field studies 
among mountain folk and Cherokee Indians in Western 
North Carolina.
Capt. BERL E. STALLARD '66 has been assigned to the 
USAF Academy, Colorado Springs, Colo. He is the assistant 
director of cadet counseling at the Academy.
SHELTON WILLIAMS j. D. '66 has joined in forming a 
new law firm called George, Williams and Benn in Missoula.
KATHLEEN L. MORRIS '67 received a master of 
education degree from the University o f Guam in May.
WILLIAM RUEGAMER '67 was named vice president in 
the commercial loan department of Billings Security Bank.
NICHOLAS BROWNING III '68 has joined the law firm  of 
Baucus, Corontzos and Wals in Great Falls.
ROBERT HOFFMAN '68 has joined Associated Agency in 
Helena as a real estate associate.
HAROLD KNUDSEN '68, M. A. '69 was promoted to 
assistant professor in earth sciences at Lenoir-Rhyne 
College in Hickory, N. C.
EDWARD KOHLER jR. '68 was ordained a deacon in 
Helena in April. He has been a student at Pope John XXIII 
National Seminary in Weston, Mass.
SUZANNE REVELL '68 received her master of social work 
degree from Hunter College in New York City, N. Y., and 
was honored as a recipient of the Silberman scholarship.
DONNA SCHMIDT '68, M. A. '75 is head of DPS 
Communication Consultants in Helena.
BRUCE K. WELDELE '68 was promoted to vice 
president o f  Bancorporation o f M ontana, 
headquartered in Great Falls. He was re-elected to the 
positions o f treasurer and controller.
ELIZABETH MURPHY SCHUYLER '68 and her husband are 
living in Portland, Ore., where her husband has opened a 
practice in children's dentistry. She has been demonstrating 
microwave ovens.
PAUL EICHWALD '69 has joined the investment firm  of D. 
A. Davidson & Company in Missoula.
RAYMOND COSTA BRUM '70 is regional director of sales 
for Western International Hotels and lives in Dearborn, 
Mich.
OLE HEDSTROM '71 received his doctorate of veterinary 
medicine at the University of California, Davis.
RON LOGE '71, M. S. '72 received his doctor of medicine 
degree from the University Health Service Center in 
Oklahoma City, Okla. He w ill do his residency work in 
hospitals in the Seattle, Wash., area.
BOB MELDAHL '71, J. D. '74 is a partner in the Yellowstone 
Canvas Co. in Fairview.
JOSEPHINE WHITMORE 71 taught second grade in 
Helena for four years and is now living in Butte with her 
husband and son.
ARNOLD S. BROWN Ph. D. 72 has accepted a position on 
the faculty at Northern Arizona University and is living in 
Flagstaff.
KATHY CASON CHAMBERS 72 was married in June and 
is teaching kindergarten in Helena.
BEN RICHARD CLEVELAND 72 works fo r the Department 
of Natural Resources in Washington.
MIKE DAWKINS 72 was appointed marketing director of 
the Quad-City Times in Davenport, Iowa.
PHIL 73 and ROBIN BROWN TAWNEY 72 received as a 
joint citation one of the nation's oldest and most pretigious 
conservation awards. They are among 22 people in the U. S. 
to receive the American Motors Conserva tion Awards. The 
Tawneys are in Ann Arbor, M ich., where Phil is doing 
graduate work in natural resources management and law at 
the University of Michigan.
I
KEN DUNHAM 70 assumed the position of 
executive director of the Montana Republican State 
Central Committee in Helena. He had been news 
director of KFBB-TV in Great Falls.
MICHAEL ALBERTINI 73 was graduated from the 
University of Arizona College o f Medicine in Tucson and is 
doing his residency in pediatrics w ith the Phoenix Hospitals 
Program.
Capt. DAVID W. KING 73 is an auditor w ith the A ir Force 
Audit Agency at Tinker AFB, Okla.
SHARON EDMONDS WHITE 73 is manager of the Sears 
store in Sequim, Wash.
WENDELLE RUTH BLAYLOCK 74 is a Peace Corps 
volunteer working as a teacher in West Africa.
RANDY BOEHNKE 74 is a respiratory therapist at 
Missoula hospitals.
TIM CALLAHAN 74 is a forest technician w ith the Oregon 
State Forestry Department in Elkton, Ore.
ARLYNN FISHBAUGH 74 received her master o f fine arts 
degree in theater management from the University of 
California at Los Angeles department of theater arts. She is 
employed by the theatrical stage actors' union. Actor's 
Equity Assoc, western regional office in Hollywood.
ROGER JONE$ 74^ rec?eiyed his master's' degree in 
business administration. He has joined the executive staff of 
the K-Mart Division o f S. S. Kresge Co. in Portland, Ore.
MC FERRIN ANDERSON WHITEMAN M . B. A. 74 is 
employed by Maromont Corp. in Denver, Colo.
LOUIS YING 74 received a $6,000 fellowship at Purdue 
University, W. Lafayette, Ind.
NEIL BRILL 75 is a second lieutenant in the Army and is 
stationed in Korea.
CHERYL BURKE 75 received her C. P. A. certificate in June 
and is employed by the auditing department o f Montana 
Power in Butte.
DUANE CONITZ 75 is teaching high school vocal and 
instrumental music in Harlowton.
GREG HUGHES 75 is an officer with the Northwestern 
Union Trust Co. in Billings.
JOHN KAFENTZIS 75 has joined the staff of the Hardin 
Herald. He w ill help out in the advertising department and 
handle sports, news and features.
B. L. HIGGINBOTHAM 71 is credit manager for the 
retail food division o f the R. T. French Co. in 
Rochester, N. Y.
TORGER OAAS 75 was graduated cum laude from 
Gonzaga Law School in Spokane, Wash.
CHERYL DENISE SCHREINER 75 received an M . A. degree 
in political science from the American Graduate School of 
International Management in Glendale, Ariz.
LYNN WOODCOCK CRAVATH 75 owns and manages a 
shop, "Painted Horses," in Whitefish.
DANNY BLAKE 76 is a Peace Corps volunteer in the 
Republic of Niger in West Africa, where he teaches English.
Dirths
Jeremy Eric to  RICK 71 and DORENA MARTIN BECKER 72. 
Kari Suzanne to Ken and JUDY JENKINS LOWDER '69.
marriaqes
Lynn Granger and SCOTT ALLEN '69.
Kathleen Sieben and RICHARD ARNTSON 75.
JEAN BADENOCH 72 and Lawrence Edwards.
Judith Ladd and JAMES BALLAS '69.
MARY C. RUMMEL 75 and RON BERGUM 75. 
RACHEL VIELLEUX 71, M. A. 73 and GARY BOE 71. 
JANE MC RAE BROWN 74 and Chris Pallister.
KATHY CASON 72 and Allen Chambers.
JULIE HUTCHISON 75 and TOM DEMAREE 76. 
Cynthia Harris and JAMES DUSHIN 75.
SUSAN FINDLATER 70 and James Dow.
CAROL DREYER 75 and MICHAEL GAUTHIER 75. 
SHERRY WILLITS 76 and DARYL HALLEY 76.
SHELLEY HEIN 74 and Terrance Will.
Carla Sanderson and GARY HUESTIS 75.
SUSAN ROBINSON 76 and MICHAEL JOHNSON 75. 
Teresa Nokleby and JOHN KAFENTZIS 75.
VALERIE KRUSE 75 and Roger Nichols.
Paula Rotar and JACK LYNCH 70.
LEAE ANN MC KENNA 74 and James Pfeifer 
Roxann McGuire and LAURIE MARCHION 76. 
SHEILA FORD 75 and Tim Mellgren.
Marlene Richlie and TEI NASH 74.
KARIN OLSEN 75 and Patrick Murphy.
CHARMAINE PIANE 76 and Dan Nottingham.
MARY O'LEARY 75 and Alan Jyers.
Kari Selvig and STEVE RALSTON 74.
PEGGY COX 76 and RICHARD ROLANDO 75. 
CHRISTINE RUBICH 76 and Mark Peterson.
JERRIE SANTA 70 and Raymond Boksich.
MARCEE SPARMAN 75 and Gary Winchell.
Linda Anderson and JEROME WAGNER '61.
Phyllis Curnow and MARK WOIRHAYE 75.
deaths
A. A. APPLEGATE '23 died in Manhattan, Kans., April 18 at 
the age of 86.
EDWIN BOOTH '29,69, died May 27 in Helena. He was a 
prominent Helena Lawyer and former Petroleum County 
attorney.
CAROLYN GREEN BRIDEN 74 died June 13 in Valier.
PAUL MC DANIEL GOLLER '37 died May 14 in Hardin at 
the age of 71. An artist and art teacher, Goller was principal 
o f Hardin High School from 1954 to 1967.
WALLACE HARPER '38 died May 29 in Missoula. He had 
lived in Lewistown where he had been a math and science 
instructor at Fergus High School and employed with the 
News-Argus. He was 66.
JOHN W. KEARNS '62, M. A. 71 died in July in Billings. He 
was 39.
JOSEPH LESAR '55 died June5 in Missoula at the age of 52. 
He was chief pharmacist at St. Patrick Hospital.
MELVIN LORD '27 died July 28 in Carmichael, Calif. He 
had retired from several journalism positions and other 
enterprises in 1959, but had been president of Mercury 
Mines in Lake Counhy, Calif., fo r ten years.
DUNCAN A. MC CARTHY JR. '49 died May 26 in Ann 
Arbor, Mich., at the age of 50. He was director of neuro - 
pharmacology research at the Ann Arbor Parke-Davis drug 
company laboratories.
COREE O'CONNELL MAXSON x '69 died July 1 in St. Louis 
Park, M inn. She was 29.
WILLIAM J. NASH '40died May3inTulsa, Okla., at the age 
of 60. He had recently retired from his position with the 
Standard O il Co. after working fo r the company for 27 years.
THOMAS E. OWENS x '24 died in March in Portland, Ore.
EDWARD B. REYNOLDS '40 died June 10 in San Francisco, 
Calif. He was a retired San Francisco Examiner reporter and 
feature writer.
RUTH BARTRAN SHENON x '27 died June 9. She had lived 
in Berkeley, Calif.
HELEN STODDARD x '20 died June 19 in Missoula. She 
had been employed at the University's registrar's office for 
42 years when she retired in 1960.
CYRILE VAN DUSER '27 died June 18 in Missoula at the 
age of 71. She was named Montana woman of the year by 
the American Association o f University Woman in 1970.
WILLIAM HENRY WADE '47 died at the age of 84 in 
Manteo, N. C. He was retired from the Foreign Service of the 
U. S. Department of State and was executive vice president 
of the Outer Banks Chamber o f Commerce from 1969 to 
1973.
SCOTT R. WILSON 75 died June 25 at Yale University in 
New Haven, Conn. He was to begin work on a doctorate in 






by Judy Hensel, Profiles editor
While driving to work in the morning, your local 
radio announcer informs you that the temperature 
will reach a sweltering 35 degrees (Celsius, that is). 
Stopping at your favorite fabric store on the way 
home, you buy a tape measure that is partitioned in 
both inches and centimeters. Your new long cigarette 
boasts a length of 100 millimeters.
Almost every day, we're reminded that the metric 
system is becoming part of our lives. However, a lot of 
American adults aren't happy at the prospect. Some 
see a communist influence in our decision to go 
metric, while others are merely confused by the new 
terms, but converting to the metric system need not 
be as traumatic as some foresee.
That's the opinion of Richard Billstein, assistant 
professor of mathematics, who maintains: “ If you can 
make change, you can learn the metric system."
Billstein begins his metric classes by introducing the 
three elements of the metric system—the meter, liter
and gram—and their six prefixes. That's all there is to 
learn, in comparison to our present system that 
includes, among others, two kinds of pounds, dry and 
liquid quarts, eight kinds of tons and 56 kinds of 
bushels.
Our present measurements were created many 
years ago in a haphazard fashion, and usually the units 
were not uniform. A foot was supposedly the length of 
a man's foot; an inch, the width of his thumb, and a 
yard the length of his outstretched arm. Someone in 
the 16th Century determined that the length of a rod 
would be the combined length of the left feet of the 
first 16 men to come out of a certain church on a 
certain Sunday.
The French Revolution brought the confusing 
measuring system to a screeching halt. The French 
wanted nothing more to do with their king or his 
system of measurement. They wanted to change the 
system using scientific methods and to find a unit 
roughly equal to a yard.
They decided to measure the distance from the 
equator to the North Pole along the Greenwich 
Meridian—no small task in the 1700s. Surveyors and 
their strange-looking measuring equipment were 
often eyed suspiciously. They may have spent more 
time in jail than they did measuring the meridian.
Seven years later the measurement was completed, 
and the meter was determined to be one-ten- 
millionth of the total distance. Scientists discovered 
later that the measurement of the meridian was 
wrong, but the meter remained as it was anyway.
All the European countries switched to the new 
simplified system immediately; in later years most 
other countries followed suit. Today, 95 per cent of 
the world is metric, and England, Australia, Canada 
and New Zealand are in the process of converting. 
Only a handful of countries have held on to their 
archaeic systems: Brunei, Burma, Liberia, Yemen 
Republic, Yemen People's Democratice Republic— 
and the United States.
American manufacturers find it difficult to sell their 
parts and supplies, measured in feet and inches, on a 
world market that is almost completely metric. The 
U.S. is losing an estimated $10 to $25 billion a year 
because it is not on the metric system. Many large 
American companies are not waiting for the rest of the 
country and have already begun converting.
America's decision to go metric was cemented last 
Christmas when President Ford signed the metric bill. 
Previous bills had called for changing to the metric 
system in 10 years, but the one signed into law set up a 
voluntary conversion. Billstein said the conversion is 
expected to take less than 10 years, and if no time limit 
is set, it may come sooner. (England took 10 years to 
convert, but it had to change its money system as 
well.)
Billstein has been teaching the metric system to 
University students majoring in elementary education 
and in well-attended extension classes. He believes it 
is necessary to learn to think within the system; he 
stresses a process of estimating and measuring rather 
than conversion. His students learn how many 
decimeters in the ir hand-widths, how many 
centimeters wide their thumbs are and the perimeter 
of the University's Oval in meters.
“ How did you learn the length of a mile?" Billstein 
asked. “ By learning it is 5,280 feet? No. By walking or 
driving a mile. And that is also the best way to learn 
metrics."
For those of you who are ready to start learning, or 
even those who still have misgivings, keep an open 
mind and think positively. Although older people 
have a harder time converting (children learn metrics 
from the beginning and have no trouble), studies 
show that the more people know about the system, 
the more they favor it. And there are some easy 
memory-joggers.
The system is based on 10 and its multiples, thus it 
can be compared to our money system: 
dollar = meter 10-dollar bill = dekameter
dime = decimeter 100-dollar bill = hectameter 
penny = centimeter 1,000-dollar bill = kilometer 
mill = millimeter
How long is a meter? About three inches longer 
than a yard. A liter is a bit larger than a quart, and a 
gram is about equal to the weight of a paper clip. The 
liter, meter and gram all use the same prefixes: deci, 
centi and milli—Latin prefixes which make the unit 
smaller, and deka, hecta and kila—Greek prefixes 
which make the unit larger.
Here are some comparisons that make it easier to 
visualize distances in the metric system, 
kilometer = about six city blocks 
hectometer= length of a football field and end zone 
dekameter = length of a large school bus 
metier = length from the top of a doorknob to the 
floor
decimeter = length of a Benson and Hedges long 
cigarette
centimeter = diameter of a piece of chalk 
millimeter = thickness of a dime.
If you're still baffled by all this, help is coming. The 
Department of Health, Education and Welfare has 
given a $75,000 grant to Montana, Idaho, Wyoming 
and Utah to teach metrics in those states. Learning 
sites will be set up next summer on the Missoula 
campus, at Eastern Montana College in Billings and 
Northern Montana College in Havre, where Billstein 
and other directors will train portal leaders to teach 
the system throughout the state.
Grizzly survival
continued from page one
Although food is a major habitat component, it's by 
no means the only one. Other factors, such as fire, 
livestock intrusion, logging practices and other 
natural and man-caused influences all mold, shift and 
alter a region's ecology. The Border Grizzly Project, 
now in its second summer and scheduled to last at 
least another eight, aims to study as many of these 
influencing forces as it can.
“ We have many people working on many different 
aspects of bear biology," jonkel said. “ Our aim is to 
get the whole picture."
The study is still very young, but one bright fact has 
emerged from the preliminary research. The grizzly 
bear is faring well in Montana; increasing its range 
and numbers.
The reason?
People. And their changing attitudes and values. 
Back when bear and man wrestled the same land for 
subsistence, people didn't want grizzlies. Every valley 
had men who shot and trapped and poisoned
predators. State agencies and officials didn't 
prosecute bear poachers. And work that attempted to 
maintain or increase bear populations would have 
been laughed at — if not fought against fiercely.
“ But now this is all changing," Jonkel said. “ People 
suddenly want grizzlies. Predator control has 
lessened, and state and federal agencies are offering 
the bear protection. Put all this together and it spells 
good times for the bears."
However, grizzly bears aren't clear of danger yet. It 
takes years for bears to repopulate, since they 
reproduce so slowly. And there is a catch. The bears 
will come back if people continue to want them. If 
grizzly habitat is preserved, if agencies conform to 
management guidelines — then, Jonkel said, “ It's just 
a matter of time. The bears will be back."
*  *  *
We drove to the wooden foot bridge that crosses 
Ninko Creek 100 yards below jonkel's cabin. And as 
we trudged up the path, the log cabin loomed out 
from the firs and Ninko Creek tumbled with water that 
is as clear as the best vodka and cold as mountain 
snow; water spilling sweetly over green and red bands 
of argylite and into saucer-shaped pools, clucking and 
whispering. And there are mountains in the distance
and between gaps in the trees there's sky that is cold 
blue. And I reflected that, if a field biologist's life is not 
all roses, it is not all stinkweed either.
(There is the beauty of the land. And there is the 
camaraderie too. Inside the cabin, amid guns and 
boots and rainsuits and the wood-burning stove, at 
the eight-foot picnic bench that serves as dinner table 
and desk, ten or more shaggy unshaven men clank 
forks against plates and joke with each other. And 
Jonkel sits at the end of the table, like the father of a 
large and motley family, occasionally joining in the 
ribbing, often settling small arguments over matters of 
land and animals.
Over a last cup of coffee, talk fades, as it should 
when there is nothing more to say. The lantern glows 
and bathes the table with soft light, and everyone 
sleepily watches Ninko, the camp's tiny kitten, lay on 
its back in Jonkel's arms and paw at his beard.)
After a very late supper, when the cabin was washed 
warm with lantern light, I sat on the high porch and 
propped my feet on the railing. I watched the stars 
sparkle shamelessly over the black outline of a distant 
mountain and listened to Ninko Creek swish and spill. 
And it occurred to me that a writer's life isn't all 
stinkweed either.
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